There hes my lute, and many strings a^ broken,
Some one was playing it, and some one tore

The silken tassels round my Hookah woven;
Some one who plays, and smokes, and loves, no more!

Some one who took last nighc his fill of pleasure,
As I took mine at dawn! The knife went home

Straight through his heart! God only knows my rapture
Bathing my chill hands in the warm-red foam.

And so I pain you? This is only loving,
Wait till I kill you! Ah; this soft, curled hair!

Surely the fault was mine, to love and leave you
Even a single night, you are so fair.

Cold steel is very cooling to the fervour
Of over-passionate ones, Beloved, like you.

Nay, turn your lips to mine. Not quite unlovely
They are as yet, as yet, though quite untrue.

What will your brother say, to-night returning
With laden camels homewards to the hills,

Finding you dead, and me asleep beside you,
Will he awake me first before he kills?

For I shall sleep. Here on the cot beside you
When you, my Heart's Delight, are cold in death.

When your young heart and restless lips are silent,
Grown chilly, even beneath my burning breath.